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TO THE  SAME.

BOSTON, 8th mo. 27,1837.

I did not receive thy note until after my return
from Brooklyn the other day, or I should have
alluded to it when I saw thee. I did not wish
to throw any obstacle in the way of thy pub-
lishing thy fugitive poems, but simply to suggest
the expediency of deferring their publication until
thou couldst have time for the completion of
a longer and more elaborate poem. I know it
would require a good deal of patient perseverance
and severe intellectual toil; and for myself I
frankly confess that I have not resolution to
attempt anything of the kind. Besides, unless
consecrated to the sacred interests, of religion
and humanity, it would be a criminal waste of
life, and abuse of the powers which God has
given for his own glory and the welfare of the
world. Mere intellectual renown is valueless. Do
the best that we can, in the matter of intellect,
the devil is wiser than any of us. The humblest
and weakest follower of the meek and lowly Re-
deemer is more to be envied than a Voltaire, a
Rousseau, or a Byron, and the lowliest teacher of
that sublime philosophy which " the wisdom of the
world accounteth foolishness " is wiser and better
than the prodigies of intellect, whose learning and
acquirements only enable them, in the words of
another, " sapienter descendere ad infernum"

Shouldst thou conclude to publish a small and
select volume of thy poems, I have no doubt of
their success. They are better than a great pro-
portion of Mrs.------'s, although the sentiment and